- WHAT A DUET/ 


ROY K. FLANAGAN 


ROY K. FLANAGAN 


WHAT A DUET! 


FROM THE BOND-FIRE 

I 

The command changed, 

Military band played... . 

I hate to leave 

But am looking for the .... 
Hope rain doesn’t ruin the 17 gun 
Salute 

Came off with 

Rifle firing blanks. 

Shot dead jumping the wall . . . . freedom. 
Son said, “We must find a more 
Efficient 

Way to distribute the 

Wealth.” 

Father said, “You have 


Already 

Distributed it.” 

Mother said with tears, 
“They are waiting, 

You don’t have to jump/” 
A passing sensation; 
Afraid 

To remember 

What he wanted to be. 


IT 
There will be time for more parades! 
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The victor takes the spoils 
When death’s work’s done? 
Perhaps, 

But this weight breaks the 
Backs of most 

Before they return home. 
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Everything passes 
Between lads and lasses 
And storms rage wild 
On the sea. 
Saillon.... 


Perhaps for only a moment, 
But a moment is better 
Than years 

Sailon .... Sailon.... 
When the total of their 
Pleasures 

May end in a river 

Of tears... 


Sail on! 


V 
Mumbling that 


There will be 
Time for more 
Parades 

And 

Muttering adjectives 
About why they 
Should love... 
Warmed 

From blooded 
Harmony; 

Lay 
Moon-mellowed 
On the grass, 
Embarrassed 

For life 

Past. 


VI 

Sailors come home without 
Whale-oil 

While the whale swims 
Far out to 

See. 

Yes, in Lockhaven Town by 
The sea shore, 

The mermaids dress 

In despise, 

And the bastards are 
Kept incognito 

For lack of 

A better disguise. 


A love who came by 
Loved you once, 

Will not come by again. 
So tell it to the mermaids 
And tell it to the sea, 

I love you now forever 
But tell it not to me. 
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Good-night my love 
Good-by my love, 
My cries have all 
Teared out. 


Twas in Lockhaven Town by the sea shore 
Where mermaids dress in disguise, 

And tell to the sailors there dwelling 
Things that they thought were all lies. 
Time, as time does for all sailors, 

Gives strength and endurance therefore, 
And time, as time does for most mermaids 
Turns most of them into plain whores. 
Their children spring from the seasfoam 
And are given bright halos you see 

And blessed with a bastard’s degree, 

Are blessed with a bastard’s degree. 
Windless, finless, satless, sinless; 

Cast out in a boat without oars, 

Out to master the captain’s trade 


Imbecilic to knowledge of stars. 


And in Lockhaven Town by 
The sea shore, 

Where mermaids dress 

In disguise, 

The bastards are 

Kept incognito 

For lack of 

A better disguise, 

For lack of a better disguise. 
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They have run it, 
They have 

Run the wheels off it, 
Then home: 

But they have 

Run 

It 

Too! 


For out to 


CORNUCOPIA 


A sea shell is just that: 


A remembrance of ocean days— 


A million church bells 
On the hour, 

Who rings? 

Who cares? 

Eat! 


Your wheels are spinning, 
Worn thin, 

Same road. 

Skeletons dance with gods. 
Why blast?, 

The walls are sod. 


There will be no more winter flocking 


The season’s sheep are shorn. 


Youthful thoughts awake 
No more. 

Gone classic 

In the night. 


LANDSCAPE AS PHILOSOPHY 


Follow the birds in winter; 
You won’t have to remember 
About forgetting your over-coat.... 
Look at Greece, 

Look at Mike, 

Look at me... 

I gave my coat to an 
Athens lad 

In love with a Grecian sea. 
Tight-toe over your soul, 
Walk tip foot 

Through the day; 

The piss-pictures 

Have melted 

And the snow 

Has brooked away. 
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PATRIOTISM 


The Republic is surrounded. 
Neophites came parading . . 


No gleam in their eyes. 


There is little time. 
Rome is burning! 
“Yes Attila, 

You heard music 
| On your way through 
The Forum; a fiddle?” 


The stone crushers 

Have come, 

Experts at the mill .... 
Ground fresh, daily. 
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Sifted sea weed 

Stormed on an ocean 
Floor. 

The lie has told the teller; 


Fish dead are on the shore. 


RESPONSIVE READING 


No more winter flocking 
The season’s sheep are shorn. 
Devoured chewed up 
Digested affection: 

Wrung water from root, 
Stock’s still. 

Lost rivals river the world, 
Time, place, and sight out, 
Blow the candles, 

Sleep the night. 

You had no love.... 


ACADEMY 


A sunken sand storm... . 
“Stop trying to dig up 

That damned Doric column.” 
“But George killed a dragon.” 
“We know, and 

If you don’t keep 

Trying to teach them 

Nothing 

We will fire you.” 


“But Francis just loved birds .... 


“To hell w/birds.” 


“Tell Johny puberty 

That he must not masturbate, 
(but that) 

He is allowed to diddle 

His friends, 

Neighbors, 

And country.” 


Blossoms have opened on the tree, 
Birds are in flight for home. 
My love and I are here to see 
As we walk the fields alone. 


Let us sleep in pastures love 
Before our bodies gauntly go. 
Yes, 

Let us live in pastures 

Love, 

Before they white 

Like snow. 

Quick! 
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NEW LOVE 


No, her new love is not the same love! 
She loved her first love so, 

And he moved the roots of her heart 
And he sucked the life 


From her soul. 


“Please, 

This was not planned so small!” 
“T know, 

But when the tear flows dry 
There is nothing left...” 
So plead the 5th amendment 
And mention no man’s name, 
Because witch brew is ill scented 


Though they slip you a glass of fame. 


Lovely is the summer 
And lovely is the fall; 
Souls hosed cold 
In winter months 


Will not with spring unthaw. 


Lonelier than loveless laughter, 
Lonelier than moonless shores, 
Lonelier than love-filled hearts 
- Without one soul to love... 
The only one 

He dared to 
Dared him to say 
Goodby. 
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CROWNS 

Many crowns 

From 

Would-be great men 
Have slipped 

To lesser heads 

By the use of the tool, 
Called 


Trust. 


The youth are such lovely young lovers, 
Most youth are exquisitely quiet. 

My heart heard hard those poundings 
Youth’s heart beat hard that night. 

But now those poundings are murmurs 
And murmurs are faint to be heard, 
With only the semblance of memories, 


As if pounding youth’s heart my heart heard. 
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Enough grinding, 
Grisked wheat won’t grow. 
| Stop the stone, 
Relax, 


Enjoy what’s left. 


And a thousand deaths 


Muse a frantic race. 
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OPTIONS 

A failed mind 

Wounds 

From the non-seeing. 

An ageless redundancy. 

If spring could be 

Midnights would not .... 


The stone crushers have come 
And gone 

And the stones are crushed. 
Muscled men and 

Beautiful women, 

Experts at the mill; 

Ground daily, 

Fresh. 
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You are bounty, 

A true captain 

Bringing smlies of pleasure 
From my heart. 

Let’s take strength 

From each other 

And sail. 


Love is 

Heart’s delight, 

Mind’s 

Condolence, 

Deceiver’s 

Might. 

It makes little difference, 
The spring’s seed is sown! 
A new harvest in hand. 
Moon will beam on a flag-pole; 
Muscled beach tides flow. 
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HABITS 

Give the habit up— 

World weeping w/sack cloth. 
They get what they want 
And that seems good enough 
For most. 
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Tickle her tape, parade, 
“Miss, your poodle need a hair 
Cut, 
It is quite out of 
Date.” 


He went off to tell the 
psychiatrist that he was going mad. 
They did not believe him; 

He fooled them 

And did. 


A silence in the wilderness 
Speaks the sound. 
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The world has been conquered 
With and without gods. 

There have been prunings: 
There will be more. 


Moon glow, 

Sea salt set 

Semblance of tide flow-ebbed: 
Nocturnal rhythm 

On an old gang-plank. 


Another beam has mooned 
And still she loves a silly lad, 
The one who smiled just right. 
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THE ENEMY 
“You are too old, 
You are too fat, 
Your smile is not right. 
Eyes too dull, 

Hair — no! 

The inner glow, 

Yes, 

Tl take you!” 

“Sorry, 

I’m already spoken for.’ 
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Precious are diamonds 
And precious is gold— 
Our souls to our gods 
Riches untold. 
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NILS & COMPANY 


Old Mother 

I will come weep with you 
Because we both know 
What you have done. 

And she said to me 

While busily driving nails 
Into my coffin. 

“Pack your bags young man, 
And come.” 

“Don’t throw water on me 
Old Mother, 

Because I ain’t got 

No bags to pack.” 


Nils Scheibner, wearing worn-out levis and a sagging 
sweat shirt was sitting in one of the local taverns 

in Nin Sands trying to decide whether he should buy 
a fine whisky drink, or two beers. 


Sailors tell of the sea 
And about their loves, 
And about those nights 
Of raids: 

Maids, 

Bells, 

And about death beds 
Covered with shells. 


* 
Will there be time for more parades? 


There will be time for more parades! 


SANCTUARY 


Until the breaking of backs 
And dawn’s delight 
Lovers loved 
Throughout the night. 
In sanctuary 

Of luke warm womb 
Maneuvered the egg 
To meet the sperm 
And danced the dance 
Of death’s first term; 
And loved the dance 
Of death’s first tune. 


When you stop to tarry, 

Tarry there just as long 

As the heart tells you, 

Then leave. 

One day after 

When nights are not a kiss, 
Your heart will not remind you 
Of all you never missed. 


CHILDREN 

A lovely sphinx-like creature 

Carved in rock on the shore, 

Knew each thundering of the tide 
Brought the cold kiss of the sea: 

A kiss of destiny. 

And the moon sailed smiling by 
And the moon smiled knowing why 
Because it soon passed Greece 

And then passed Rome 

And it knew the kiss 

Would destroy the stone. 

The kiss grew colder by night 

And the dawn grew dimmer each day, 
And the sphinx once lovely 

Is now white sand | 

On a beach children play. 
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“Teach him, teach, him!” 

He must learn that happy snakes 
Do not bite in grandmother’s squash patch. 
And happy soldiers do not shoot 
Little children in that 

Boom world 

Where they sat near grandmother’s 
Squash patch, on a raw afternoon 
Under wilted leaves. 

The first seven went salted, 

Never to fade. 


I’ve been told that Venus was 
Buried in the church yard. 
Someone found a host. 

Even the trees know 

And so do her sons. 

The plants have gone wild 

In the church yard 

And the yard has grown back 
To the field. 
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Greece, 

You were so beautiful. 
I wish I knew you 
Instead of your killers. 
But 

What a delight: 

Some boys and girls 
Still cry and puke. 


I found a silver lock 
Snug in a golden box: 


Pearl’s dead. 


Sit upon a 

Rock and watch the tide 
Come in 

And all the creatures 


Flowing out with it again. 


This is the year 

That we are going to do it. 
A deaf ear for those 
Dog days 

When we thought we 
Loved. 

Cracked nuts—and 
Blown bubble gum. 
Reweave the silk threads 
Perhaps w/plastic, 

Who knows— 

Who ever did know? 
Chew!! 


“Someone needs 
Me.” 

“Who?” 

“T don’t know, 
I only know 


Someone does.” 
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What to do?, 

Breath it up! 

But 

This is the year 

That we shall 

Reweave those silken threads. 
Going to run, play tennis, 
Play like my heart 

Was never broken 

Because I did not know how to— 
Weave. 

Think I'll change money in 
The market place 

And buy something. 

If I don’t consume it, 

Pll throw it away—one day. 
Can’t change any more tires— 
Too thin a line; 


Time— 


Ne, 


Shocked corn— 

Kernals stored for something— 

You guess what, while I play like ’'m 
Never going to die. 


Shafts of wheat, 
Golden— 

Glow 

Stately on the root. 


“Here, wear this—” 
“I would not be seen 
With it on—dead or alive—” 
“Thanks—=” 
Yes, I’m going to change 
Money in the Market 
Place 
And buy something— 
And when I don’t want it 
Any longer I will throw 
It — 
Away. 
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“Help me!” 

“What is the problem?” 

“Ym hungry—” 

“Sorry—I ain’t changing no more 
Tires. 

Try acting school, 

They might teach 

You to play like 


You mean it.” 


SUPPERTIME 


Don’t live before 

The beginning 

And die before the end. 
Don’t wear out from 
Imagined things; 

Salt the pickles, 

They will keep 


For another day. 
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He is nervous nowadays 

And tip-toes across his soul—or 
With heels on wing 

He fleets it home as though 

To save the pearl white dew. 


Do not rule your realms like me, 
Lift your spirits up, 

Drink them with the men in town: 
The ones who say goodbye 

Then leave. 


Beach-nut Willey 
Tied tales 

To kites, 

And 

Ran down a smooth 
Sand-shore 

Leaving his classic 
Toe-print 

For sea salt’s supper. 
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Alone with my thoughts 
I recall the delights 

Of grander days 

For once 

Not mourned. 

If 

Memories console 

I loan you 

Mine. 


Sweet oblivion 
Sweet abyss 
“Poor thing never 


Knew what it missed.” 


The heart’s tear wet, 
The soul’s tear dry 
What a duet! 
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In this strangely compelling book the duet is as often one of 
Self and Soul as it is one between Love and Reality and Dream. 
Mr. Flanagan’s mentors may be twigged to range from the 
William Carlos Williams of Kora in Hell to Housman, Whit- 
man and Dickenson. Flanagan deftly chronicles pain, desire, 
and the intense demand to maintain against all dehumanizing 
odds. One thinks of Pound’s keen eye and relentless attack 
on the usurious and the phoney. 
—N. H. Leif 
Persons 


